I arrived in Darjeeling on the 24th January 1871 ; it was a bright sunny cold-weather afternoon the scenery from the foot of the hills, though remarkable, was perhaps somewhat disappointing for the absence of pine scenery, which, with the rhododendron grove, forms the charm of Simla; nevertheless, the first impression, as one descends from the convalescent depot at Jellapahar towards the station, in sight of the magnificent snow clad range of the Kirichinjunga, cannot be but a lasting and a most agreeable one ; moreover, everything appeared so neat and clean about this little settlement; the absence of a dirty bazaar, on a level with, or in the proximity of, Europeans' dwellings, appeared as a most favourable condition, not usually met with under similar circumstances, and abundance of pure uncontaminated water, led 
